The more uncertain I have felt about myself, the more there has grown up in me a feeling of kinship with all things. In fact it seems to me as if that alienation which so long separated me from the world has become transferred into my own inner world, and has revealed to me an unexpected unfamiliarity with myself.
ers) are physically absent (Derrida, 1994) . They allow those who are not present to speak to those who are, and those who are present to speak on behalf of those who are not.
There are as many advantages as disadvantages to being attached to texts, to haunt them as they haunt us, especially during processes of mourning, conflict, or disaster (see Brummans, 2003 Brummans, , 2007b Brummans, , 2011 . We may wish to hold on to them and invoke them repeatedly because they guide us in our attempts to make sense of impermanence, discord, and loss. But we also need to refrain from granting textual agents too much agency in instances like these (or in any instance, for that matter), since they may lead us astray and prevent us from acting "in harmony with the texture of the situation at hand" (Varela, 1999, p. 31) . 2 One of the aims of my work, then, is to raise awareness about the continuous "dance of agency" (Pickering, 1995, p. 21 , italics in original; see also Pickering & Guzik, 2008, p. vii) brought about through our reading and writing, and to ask: Who or what controls the degree to which we are haunted by the textual specters/spectral texts that we bring to life and that keep us alive? To what extent are we under or above their influence (Latour, forthcoming) ? To what extent can we recall the deconstruction that is "always already at work [in texts]" (Derrida, 1986, p. 73 ; see also Derrida, 1991) (Derrida, 1976) . I often resort to autoethnographic methods 3 to explore people's search for meaning and connection while these processes of deconstruction unravel (e.g., during the closing stages of my father's and grandfather's life, or during interactions between monks in a remote Buddhist monastery in the Indian Himalayas; see Brummans, 2003 Brummans, , 2007a Brummans, , 2007b Brummans, , 2008 Brummans, , 2009 Brummans, , 2011 . By engaging in these practices, I try to deal with the fact that I, as a researcher, am just as much caught up in these processes. They allow me to search for ways to "pass along" with the people I am studying and to reflect on our complicities (Marcus, 1997 (Marcus, , 2001 ; see also Couldry, 2003) . Thus, it is not only I, the researcher, who is trying to understand a presumed other; this other is also trying to understand me. During our fieldwork interactions, and even after them, spectrally speaking, other and I are trying to figure out each other, attempting to find a rhythm that allows us both to move with the ongoing flows of textualization and sensemaking. At times this dance may feel like an elegant waltz, whereas at other times it may feel like an impassioned tango. Sometimes our complicities may comfort us and create a kind of intimacy or closeness; in other moments they may create barriers and distances, making us feel awkward, out of place, and out of sync. The ongoing challenge of academic investigation lies in attempting to read and inscribe the constitutive effects of these communicative moves, while remaining aware of the infinite cycles of deconstruction at work within the interactions between those specters perceived as others and those perceived as myself.
